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that, no well-regulated mind will listen to any cavil ;
but should some one, who has really read Chapman
and the other play-makers whom Authority knows
by intuition, offer a few samples of non-Shake-
spearean description, some troubled souls might
grow less confident, even to the point of suspecting
that Chapman could write as pretentiously ill as the
penman of the lines above cited, and also better !
For, though in his plays he does not much affect
gorgeous physical description like that of the barge,
the author of OVID'S BANQUET OF SENSE could man-
age that also. Even in his plays he can be rapturous,
in bad rhythm, about the eternal feminine, in that
thumping linear progression so dear to Authority,
and with several parallels of diction :
Her eminent judgment to dispose these parts
Sits on her brow, and holds a silver sceptre
With which she keeps time to the several musics
Placed in the sacred consort of her beauties.
Love's complete armoury is managed in her . , .
her dearest sight
Which now shall beautify the enamour'd light.
Monsieur D'Ohve, I, i.
And the same well-hammer'd harp yields us:
O you direct, as if the god of light
Sat in each nook of you, and pointed out
The path of empire, charming all the dangers
On both sides, arm'd with his harmonious finger*
Byron's Tragedy, II, ii.
But in the BANQUET OF SENSE the competition in
taste and metaphor comes still closer. Of Corinna